304        AFTER THESE  MANY QUESTS
When, after another century, the chaplain and I stumbled through the doorway, we found the Colonel standing boldly upright in a spectral world. "Run for the yellow parachute," he said sharply. We bolted in turn for a parachute which had caught in some bushes, and I wondered vaguely, even in that moment of stress, what it was doing there. The bushes, we found, marked the line of a ditch, and as I sank into it thankfully I saw a wounded American parachutist lying near, groaning. Mr. Cameron immediately began to tend him and I gave him some water. Then I crawled cautiously along the ditch and soon came across something which made me thoughtful. It was a German machine-gun post, with piles of unused ammunition belts; one of the white marks on the air photo. But where were the crew ?
The mystery was solved when I peered timidly over the edge of the ditch into the newly sown field where our glider had crashed. My morale bounded at the sight of a Chicago gunman running a rival gangster along with a sub-machine gun poked in his ribs. That, at least, was the vision arising in my film-conditioned mind. Actually the figures were those of an American parachutist and a frightened German prisoner with his hands high above his head. Against a distant hedge I could see other figures lined up. Dimly I perceived that they, too, had their hands up. Parachutes were hanging limply from tall trees round about.
Still I did not fully realise what had happened; only, to my huge relief, that the war appeared to be more or less over in this part of the world. Much later I discovered that the 513th U.S. Parachute Regiment, dropped by mistake in our area shortly before we arrived, had already terrified most of the Germans into submission. I felt that this Providential error cancelled out some bombing mistakes. At least it caused the crew of that machine-gun to change their minds. The bullets which might have been inside us were lying about harmlessly on the ground.
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